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THE SACRIFICE.-—-BY. MRS. C. Le HENTZ. 
Author of the Prize Tragedy of De Lara, &c. 


The events recorded in the following tale may be 
found in the annals of a-reign, memorable for its 
splendor and oppression—the reign of Amurath, 
one of the most powerful Sultans of the Eust. The 
usurper and not the inheritor of another’s throne, 
he raled with iron despotism over the subjects to 
whose obedience he felt he had ‘no legitimate claim. 
Yet while others crouched beneath the tyrant’s 
frown, hisown heart was a prey to secret rs’ 
tude and distrust. 

There are no pangs more keen than those occa- 
sioned by a consciousness of crime and a. dread of 
itsconsequences. Amurath knew that he had been 
no common usurper, that the path which led to his 
present grandeur .had been deluged with royal 
blood, and in the midst of all his magnificence a 
voice was ever sounding in his ear, that royal blood 
would one day cry aloud for vengeance, and be 
heard. 

Superstition, which usually holds dark « compan- 
ionship with guilt, and whichin that age and clime 
maintained a powerful sway over the purest minds, 
added to the depth and intensity of these emotions, 
One of thosewild dwellers of the mountain, who 
believe themselves gifted with inspiration from hea- 


of oth. ipnes known that an offspring of that race was still 


ven, or impate that belief.em the.eredulity 
ers, had first kindled the fire of ambition in the cold 
breast of Amurath: by clouded propheties of his fu- 
ture greatness. The shade which dimmed the bril- 
liant unveiling of his destiny was the asseveration 
of the prophet, that while the ‘remotest branch of 
the royal family existed, his power was without base, 
and bis life without security. He had -extermina- 
ted, with remorseless cruelty, that ill-fated race, but 
the jewels with which he encircled his brow were as 
so many points of living fire to hisbrain. -The fear 
that some scion frem the ancient stock still flourish- 
ed, protected from -his power, flitted like a phan- 


glory. 

He sat one evening in his nngathenei divan, his 
counténance darkened with -more than its wonted 
expression of care and apprehension. Selim, his 
favorite and prime minister, stood before him, hold- 
ing in his hand an unfolded letter, whose contents 
he had just perused and upon which he still bent-a 
stern and steadfast gaze. ‘Knowest thou, whose 
hand has traced these characters?” exclaimed the 
Sultan, breaking the ominous. siletice, in a voice 
which in vain endeavored to master its inquietude. 
Selim lifted his head, from the bending position 
whichit had assumed, and met the keen searching 


glance of the Sultan, with one, irresolute and trou-| 


bled. " At length his eye steadied, while it kindled 
into an ‘expression of moral sublimity, and though 
his lip quiyered with undefinable emotion, he an- 
swered in unfaultering accents, “Ido.” For a mo- 
ment Amuri:il: -vas silent, for there is a power in in- 
tellect, proudly resting onits own strength for sup- 
port, unaided and alone, to whose sovereignty the 


‘||destinely intruded himnself on thy notice, but years 


moinentary awe was succeeded by a gust of stormy. 


passions “Ha! darest thou thus avow a league 
with treachefy—thou whom I have taken into my 
bosom, whom [ have drawn near miyjthrone and ex-| 
alted even to my righthand? Tellme the name of 
him, who has penned this seditious’ scrawl, or by 
the sword of the Prophet, every drop. of thy false’ 
heart’s blood shall be spilled to expiate thy crime.” 
‘1 have formed no league with treason,” exclaimed 
the undaunted Selim—‘still true is my allegiance 
to my royal master; I beldly assert my right to that 
confidence which has never been violated. Drain 
the last drop if it be thy- sovereign will, from this 
faithful heart, and in my dying agentes, I ‘will only 
remember that thou once was just to thyself and 
me.” **{ demand the proof of thy: fidelity,” re- 
peated the Sultan in a calmer tone, his wrath be- 
ginning to yield to the o’ermastering influence of 
his favorite , “tell me the author of Wigs fatal lines.” 
Selim answered not, but bending one knee to the 
ground, bowed his head in the attitude of oriental 
submission—“Commander of the faithful! bid me 
not expose an unfortunate to the fate he merits. 1 
once knew the misguided being who has thus clan- 


have passed since we have met and every bond’ 
which once united us has long been brokep. Be- 
lieve me, Sire, itis not the discovery of an obscure 
individual, that can insure safety to thyself, or -ge- 
curity to thy throne. There isa powerful existing 
party in favor of the fallen dynasty, and were it 
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from hishome. He had cherished for this brother 
an affection more than fraternal : it was romantic, 
enthusiastic and intense; and in proportion to the 
ardor of his attachment was the bitterness oF sor- 
row which he felt for his desertion. - No longer in- 
terested in the scenes of-his youth, he sought the 
precincts ¢ of the court, and the favorite of nature 
soon became the’ idol of fortune. He obtained the 
unbounded confidence of the Sultan, the highest 
honors royal favor could bestow, and, more than all, 

the love of Zerah, the beautiful daughter of Ibra- 
him. He had that evening entered the presence of 
his sovereign rich in the possession of all that gran- 
deur canimpart, and the reversion of all that hope 
can offer, He now stood desolate and alonéj—con- 
scious of the abyss, which yawned before him; for 
he knew but too well that the wrath of sovereignty 
succeeding its smile, was terriblé asthe tempest,, 
blackening in the sunbeam’s ray. He-might have 
denied all knowledge of the bold conspirator who 
had thus exposed him to peri) and disgrace, but his 


deceit. He had pledged his fidelity to Amurath— 
he was bound to him by every tie of gratitude and 
honor—ties indissolubly strong. “4ewas united to 
his brother by the holy bonds of fraternity—to Ze- 
rah, the fair, the fond, the confiding, by all those 
hallowed and imperishable sympathies, which the 
God of nature has created and entwined with the 
life-chords of ourgexistence. Could he throw off 
his allegiance to the -ruthless usurper, yet liberal 


benefactor, aud hrand 
epee - emer himsel self with the name of 





blood. Destroy this letter,—its contents are safe 
in my bosom—my life shall be the pledge of my’ fi- 
delity—it isin thy hands—but I will not redeem it, 
by the sacrifice of another, even to obey the man- 
date of my soveréign.” “Take back thy pledge,” 
replied the Sultan, ‘and hug thy secret to thy breast. 
But never shall thy nuptials be consummated witb, 
‘the beautiful daughter of Ibrahim, tiJl thou hast 
unravelled this dark-conspiracy and discovered the 
pretended offspring of that race, which was created 
only to serve at the foot-stool of my glory: The 
morrow was to have been gilded by the pomp of thy 
union, but never shall that sun rise which is to illu- 
minate the hymenial rite, till thou hast rolled away 
this shadow from thy name and fulfilled the com- 
mands of thy insalted sovereign.” 
Selim found himself alone—But ere we penetrate 
into the recesses of his soul, agitated as it now is 
with contending passions, we will give an explana- 
tion of the- preceding scene. Amurath had inter- 
cepted an anonymous letter to Selim, whose con- 
tents were calculated to.awaken the strdngest-.sus- 
picions and darkest forebodings. The language of 
this epistle was bold and eloquent. It called upon 
Selim to unite himself to a band, which was leagued 
to redeem the ancient honors of the throne. It 
lspoke of the existence of a Princess, a daughter of 
the murdered Sultan,’who hati been sheltered since 


they had sworn to protect with their blood. ‘Selim 
recognis 


the paternal roof, and obeying the impulses of his 








infancy from the power of the usurper, and whom jj 


ished name than live'to ta Bear a i dibeke tee 
Could he sacrifice his brother to the excited ven- 
geance of Amurath, who would search his kingdom 
to discover the place of his retreat were he once as 
|sured of his identity with’ the conspirator who had 
awakened his fears?_ Never—Nature would disown 
the monster who could violate hersacred laws,— 
Could he persist in his present resolution, and 
wound by his desertion that tender and innocent 
heart; which beat butyto adore him! To this there 
was but one reply, involving life or death. These 
reflections pursued him at the midnight hour, while 
wanderiftg ina garden contiguous to the palace, 
which the liberality of natute and ‘he splendor 
of art had embellished with every charm. Groves 


.||of orange trees, covered with their sweet, virginial 


blossoms, filled the air with that mild, delicious fra- 
grance, which reminds one of all that is lovely in 
the moral and spiritual world. Fountains of the 
purest water tost their silvery foam to the moon’s 
glancing rays, or flowed on through marble chan- 
nels, in low,-murmuring melody, till their sound 
\died onthe ear. ~The moon shone with that peal- 
ike lustre, which is only known in oriental climes, 
while-remote from the halo of light which surround- 
ed her throne, the stars were scattered like so many 
living diamonds over the deep, dark blue of a mid- 
night firmament, each shining distinctly in its own 
individual glory . 


the influence of aight? Grand, silent, religious 
night! It is invested with a veiled splendor, an un- 








haughtiest despot is compelled to bow. But the 





own wild spitit, had for many years, been an alien| 





approachable ey, a thousand times more 


Selim felt fora moment calmed and solemnized 
in this daring appeal, the character of||before the majesty of creation. Who has not felt 
his elder brother, who, scorning the restraints of 





Ys 


truth-telling lips refused to sanétion even an implied . 



















































































































































































































































































































































































_—it steals over the soul, as the wind floats over the 


sublime. than the insafferable blaze of day. We)\and gilded its gloom. Go with me to yon moun 
tain cave, see the fair flower that bides its sweetnes 
there, an then tell me, if thou canst, that I knew }} 


feel asif wehad entered the inner temple. of najpre 
anc shared i'n the mysteries, of her repose. e 
soy), disturbed by earth-born cares, agonized by 
earthly conflicts, discards its care’ and its conflicts 
before the altar.of omnipotence, aud: conscious 
of its own immorality, identifies itself with the di- 
vinity arodnd.- Such thoughts as_tbese awed the 
tempestuous passions which raged in the breast of 


Selim to repose«. He threw himself upon a flight of) 


marble steps and reclining his burning temples, 
against the cold, smooth surface, remained motion- 
less asthe statue carved from the same everlasting 
stone. -He lay with his -eyes, intensely fixed upon 
the illimitable vault above, unconscious of aught 
else in -the eternal: world, when he perceived the 
light darkening around him, though no cloud swept 
over the etherial blue. Hallf-rising from his recum- 
bent attitude, he beheld a majestic figure standing 
before him, in bold relief against the heavens, on 
which its linedments were defined. Selim stood 
erect and grasping his stimitar with one hand re- 
pelled with the .other the’ approach of the myste- 
rious vigitant. ‘ 
“Selim,” exclaimed the stranger, in the deep 
tones.of suppressed emotion; and ih an instant the 
hand which grasped the scimitar relaxed its hold. 
‘Time may dim the recollection of familiar features, 
or ehange the form whose traits are hoarded in the 
memory, but the voice—there is magic in the voice 


chords of some neglected harp; and the music of 
remembrance awakens as it breathes. THe stran- 
ger opened his arms.and Selim fell upon his brother’s 
neck and wept. -Forgotten were desertion and 
wrongs, danger.and fear. Every other feeling was 
absorbed in that of fraternal love. He saw only 
the long estranged companion of his childhood, he 
felt only the tears of a brother, bedewing his cheek. 
But the tears of man are few ;, they are wrung from 
him only by extremity of feeling, and pride soon 


cmmantine: welt --- 36 —wtewa Seolyman, onah 
was the name of the wanderer, unfolded to his broth- 


er, the purpose of bis secret visit, adjuréd him. to 
break the gilded chains which linked him to a ty- 
rant’s destiny, and assert the claims of the orphan 
Princess to Joyalty and protection. 

Selim was immovable—he felt the gallirig weight 
of those gilded chains, but he vowed. never to be- 
tray the master, whom he had served and who had 
till this moment leaned upon his faith, with undoubt- 
jngtrust. ‘But where,” he cried, “is this unfortu- 
nate Princess, who survives the ruin of her race?” 
* The secret is locked in my bosom,” replied Soly- 
man, ** close as the gems in the casket, which con- 
tains the testamonials of her birth. That. casket 
was committed to my care, by the dying loyalist, 
who snatched hier, when an infant, from destruction 
and sheltered her from the wrath of the destroyer. 
Even he who now fosters her in his arms, and shields 
her with parental care, knows not the treasure, he 
wears in bia bosom. Selim, I have that iu my pow- 
er which thou wilt value more than all that Amu- 
rath, in the prodigality of favor can bestow. . Join 
but our faithful and devoted band, aid usin pro- 
tecting this last remnant of the kingly line, and thou 
shalt be rewarded by the possession of the royal 
beauty.” “Talk not of love and beauty,” ex- 
claimed Selim sternly, thou knowest not what thou 
utterest.” ‘I know not!” repeated the wanderer— 
“ Thinkest thou that my henrt, because it scorned 
the cold restraints 6f the world, is dead to human 
feeling. 1 roamed from scenes of heartless splen- 
dor, but another was the companion of my wander- 
ings. An angel spirit in woman’s form, has ever 
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nought of love And beauty.” * Thou dost not read 


jmy meaning,” replied Selim with bitterness—“My 


dreams of bliss are va1.ished—Theparadise of love 
will never cheer this isolated heart,” He related to 


‘Solyman, the history pf his betrothed, his anticipa- 


ted marriage, and the fatal denunciation which had 
blasted his hopés. He trusted to the magnanimity 
af his brother and appealed to him, by all tbat was 
holy,and awfal, to relinquish a design, which was 
not only endangering bis own life, but destroying 
the happiness of a brother. 
Solyman listened in breathless silence, but Selim 
marked with indignant surpsise, that his eye kin- 
dled in the ihoonlight with a fierce delight, which 
seemed to.mock the calm radiance it reflected. -He 
gazed on the majestic features, which shone with a 
corresponding illumination, and almost imagined 
that some malignant demon had avimated them. 
That Solyman' should exult over the misery he had 
caused---the thought wasinexplicable. ‘ Fear pot,’ 
exclaimed Solyman, ‘she shall yet be thine. No 
fraternal blood shall stain the Kymenial altar--- 
Meet me to-morrow, when the day first dawns, at 
the foot of yon mountain-which stretches its‘dark 
outline on the right, and I will show the creden- 
tials, which shall prove the trath of my words.’ 
They parted, to meet again at the appointed hour. 
They met in stealth, at the foof of the’ mountain, 
whose summit was just gilded by the breaking light. 


might penetrate into the depths of his soul, and 
Jearn its latent emotions, but he could not fathom 
them. He saw only the bold, unquiet eye, the 
proud, curling lip, and haughty mein which had dis- 
tinguished him in early, years, and gained him the 
appellation of Solyman the proud, The spot 
which had been selected was one which nature 
had guerded fivui intrusion with the most jealous 
On ane cide ao oluetar af trans. clathed i= tie 
densest foliage presented a wall of living verdure, 
impenetrable to the eye; on the other a broad 
stream, darkened by theboughs, which overshadow- 
ed its banks, poured its tributary waters into the 
ocean wave. Szlim impatiently, demanded of his 
brother the credentials he had promised to deliver 
Solyman drew the casket from his breast, and touch- 
ing a secret. spring, displayed its brilliant contents. 
It was filled with the richest ‘gems, but there were 
papers concealed in the magnificent bed, which Se- 
lim gathered regardless of the splendor which sur-. 
rounded them. From these he discovered that Ze- 
rah, his betrothed bride, the stipposed daughter of 
Ibraham, was that orphan Princess, who had been 
rescued from the power of Amurath.. The loyalist, 
whose attachment to his murdered sovereign had 
led him to protect this lone blossom, from the storm 
which blasted the royal'tree, placed her in the arms 
of Thrahiu’s gentle wife, then watching the cradle 
of her own slumbering babe. Ibrahim was absent, 
but she vowed to cherish with a mother’s tenderness, 
the innocent being committed to her care. In the 
mean time her own child-sickened and“ died, and 
when Ibrahim, who proud and ambitious, had at- 
tached himsclf to the new dynasty, returned, he 
received ‘to his bosom thé offspring of another, un- 
conscious of the deception which was imposed. 
The wife of Ibrahim justly deemed that her hus- 
band would be secured from danger and solicitude 
if he remained ignorant of the hazardous charge 
she had received; and the inexplicable resemblance 
of the two infants favored her design. She feared 
toa the lofty ambition of Ibrahim, and in silence 


rare 








followed my devious path, smoothed its roughness 








cherished the child of her adoption. |The protec- 
tress of Zerah was no more~and they who stood, 


Selim earnestly perused his trother’s face that he||" 


side by side, in the solitude we have described, were 
the sole possessors of this interesting secret. ~ 
Selim grasped the-casket as if it contained his 
salvation, “*Mine be the bosom to guard these 8a-, 
ered relics—I dure not hazard them even in thy 
hands.—Should Amurath but dream of her identity 
with the subject of his vengeance, her life would be 
the instantaneous sacrifice.—Even now, his emissa- 
rie¢-are on the watch, sent to every part of his 
kingdom. to discover the victim on whom he now 
unconsciously smiles.” ‘+ No! let them be a pledge 
betwixt thee and me,” cried Solyman. Thou hast 
sworn not to betray me—but thou art human. My 
life and that of my braye band are in thy keeping, 

I have unveiled to thee our most secret resolves, 
What surety hast thou given? What, but the breath 
of thy mouth? Shouldst thor in some unguarded 
moment deliver us into the hands of him, by whom 
thou art enslaved—thy Zerah*s life would be the 
forfeit of thy broken faith. 1 broaght thee hither 
to teach thee the secret of my strength, but I never | 
will relinquish to the friend of tyranny, the tredsure 
which expiring loyaity committed to my trust.” 
He ceased and suddeuly snatching the casket from 
the grasp of Selim, turned and plunged into the 
rivet that rolled -near their feet. .The action was - 
so sudden and impetuous, that Selim was hardly 
aware of the deed, till he beheld his brother dividing 
the waters with one hand, while he held in the oth- 
er hisglittering prize. Soon sprjnging upon the op- 
posite bank, he waved a parting sigh and disap- 
peared in the obscurity of the shades: 

Selim gazed. after this wild and singular being, 
with feelings it would be difficult to define. The 
couvietion that Solyman scorned that species of 
honor which bound him to Amurath, stung him.to 
the soul. “He knows me not,” he bitterly cried— 
but the recollection ef Zerah, and the dangers 
which surraunded her, soon banished every other 
reflection. The sun was just beginning to curl the 
mist, that hung upon the mountain’s brew—that 
sun which was to have gilded their nuptial vows. 
The fear that Amurath might discover the secret of 
her birth, deepened to maddening certainty, as he 
thought of the almost illimitable power, which Am- 
urath exercised over the sordid minions who. sur- 
rounded his throne. He could not admit the be- 
lief that the knowledge of so important’ a fact was 
confined te the bosom of an individual. He resol- 
ved to. seck the dwelling of Ibrahim, warn- him of 
some impending calamity, urge him immediately 
toleave the kingdom and flee with his daughter to 
some distant asylum, till-the ajjprehended danger 
was pust. 

Ibrahim beheld with astonishment the clouded 
btow troubled: mein of Selim. The, pride of the 
father rose high in his heart, for his beautifukZerah 
was the fairest flower of oriental climes, and he 
deemed her a gift richer than all the gems of the 
East. To Selim’s impassioned fepresentations of 
imminent peril which awaited them, and earnest en- 
treaties for their immediate departure, he lent a 
doubting ear. He was one of. the most powerful 
grandeesof the kingdom, and he felt that he pos- 
sessed sufficient power in himself to guard against 
external’ ills, and with the proud corisciousness of 
integrity, he declared himself superior to all fear. 
Selim was unprepared for this resistance,and he mark 
ed’with anguish the suspicions which had entered 
the breast of Ibralim. He dared not avow the se- 
cret which oppressed him. He could-not prove. by 
the necessary credentials the almost incredible tale, 
ang h¢ feared that ambition which held lordly sway 
over Ibrahim’s minor passions, would lead him to 
sacrifice the innocence and beauty he had fostered, 
while unconscious of her imperial origin. Ibrahim 
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“summoned his-daughter and commanding her to 
fathom the mystery of her per re .OF with- 
we dge she had given, left the apartment; 
ay hey aren till this moment sxpellenced the 
overwhelniing embarrassment of his situation. He 
stood pale and disordered: in, the presence of her, 
whom he was to have clainfeil that day as a tri- 
umphant bridegroom. The pride which ‘sustained 
him before his fellow man,-w2s now annihilated by 
astronget emotion. He did not speak, but knelt 
'. inthe prostration of agony at ber feet, and buried 
his face in the foldings of her robe. And surely if 
aught in woman’s form could justify the adBration 
of the heart, this daughter of a kingly line might 
vindicate the worship she ‘inspired.. With eyes: of 
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nature was enthroned, a cheek on which 'the rich 
hue of the pomegranite was mellowed into the’ soft- 
ness of virgin bloom, and tresses that wreathed in 
dark redundance, as they féll, a native veil around 
her, she moved amidst the maidens of that eastern 
‘Jand,fairand franseendant as the moon,when attend- 
ed by herstarry handmaids, she treads the halls of} 
ether. Thetemple wag worthy the- divinity it en- 
shrined. Thus clothed witli the light’ of material, 
and spiritual loveliness, she seemed born to feel and 
to create a passion; refined frorn the grossnesof mor- 
tality. Unlike the proud Ifrahim, she doubted not 
the faith of her lover—when, in broken accents, he 
told bet of the interdiction to their nuptials, of the 
eloud which darkened their destiny, she wept over 
thtir blighted hopes, and instead of withdrawing, 
renewed her, vows of fidelity and leve. Oh! the 
deep, the trusting tenderness of Woman’s uncorrupt- 
ed heart!’ A ray emanating from the fountain of 
all- purity and light, shining on with unwavering 
brightness, undimmed by the glaom of sorrow, un- 
extinguished by the darkness of despair. The 
heavier and closer the clouds gather around, the 
clearer and stronger its divine radiance—the sun- 
shine resting on the brow of the tempest—the rain- 
bow gilding its retiring shades. : 

Selim felt, in this moment more than indemnifi- 
ed for all he had endured. The conviction of her 
unalterable love restored to him that energy ‘and 
eloquence which had ever rendered him an irresisti- 
ble pleader. 
thetnbending Ibrahim had withstood, and ere they 
parted had consented to fly with him to some far 
and lone retreat, where, like the desert flower, 
which blooms unseen, save by the omniscient eye, 
the would be content to’ live and die alone for him. 

Selim sought the palace of the Sultan; he’ had 
one of the hardest offices for a noble. mind to per- 
form; he was compelled to mask his-purpose and to 
appear with deep submission before that sovereign 
whose resentment he had incurred. The day must 
be devoted to the revolting task of dissimulation 
till the shades of night should favor their design. — 
He was retracing with slow steps the path which led 
tothe mountain stream, that he might avoid the 
guards of the Sultan; when he suddenly encounter- 
ed Solyman who was hurrying along with breathless 
speed, his countenance expressive of the most vie- 
lent emotion. “Fly,” exclaimed Solyman, in a 
voice, which sounded in Selim’s startled ear, loud as 
the battle shout. ‘«‘Fly, the minions of tyranny 
are abroad (hey rushed upon me, cowards as they 
are; they wrested the casket from my unguarded 
hand ; their scimetats. were flashing around me; I 
fled, but not in fear;-I fled in search of vengeanee.’ 
See, and he lifted his still bleeding hand, “for every 

- drop a thousand streams shall flow; fly through 
yon secret path; intercept the wretch who robbed 
me of my treasure; he left his comrades far behind ; 
fear not the power of Amurath: I swear to redeem 
thee or perish by thy side.” : 
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celestial glory, a brow on‘which the regularity’ of} 
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Zerah yielded to the entreaties whjch}|" 





Like the tightning’s flash he vanished, and swift 


as the same: ted messenger of heaven, Selim pursu- 


ed the path which ° ojyman indicated. ‘That fatal 
casket! Had he ten thousand lives, he would have 
tperilled them all for the possession of those priceless 
gems. Zerah, expiring under the hands of the as 
sassin seemed embodied before his eyes; so powers 


ful was the illusion, that when he caught a glinipse 
of a mantle fluttering thropgh.the trees, he called 
out with the energy of despair, ‘save her, All.gra- 
cious Allah! save her!” It was the guard who was 


won. He turned at the sudden adjuration; the 
buld arm of Selim. impeded his flight. ‘He was a 
man of towering stature and athletic limbs, noted 
for physical strength, and one of the chosen guards 
of the Sultan. He met the stern embrace of Selim, 
with one which might have crushed a feebler frame. 
They grapled close and fiercely, and it was only 


deemed the prize, for which he would have freely 
poured out his own. He buried the casket in his 
bosom, and mantled over it the’foldings of his Tobe ; 
but the conviction of Zerah’s safety was immedi- 
ately followed by the ¢onsciousness of his own dan- 
ger. He was surrounded by the guards, who had 
overtaken the. flying steps of their comrade, and 
who had been sent as spies to watch the secret moye- 
ments of Selim.. He saw that it was in vain to 
contend with an armed band, but lifting his blade 
aloft, still dripping with the blood of his. antago- 
nist, with that majesty of look and gesture which 
always has such overawing influence on inferior 
minds, he commanded ‘them, to forbear. “Stand 
back,” he cried ; “‘what would ye dare to do? -On 
to the royal palace, say to the Sultan ye saw me 
wing yon felgn’s soul to paradise. Aye, tell him, 
too, ye saw me cast into the oblivious waves, what 
1 would not barter for all the riches of his kingdom.” 
Then opening his blood-stained vest, he drew forth 
the casket of Zerah, and raising it. high over their 


the mountain stream, which there rushed impetu- 
ously towasds the ocean, asif anxious to throw its 
wealth into the waves. 4 
Selim. drew a deep inspiration, as if his breast 
were relieved frem some oppressive burden. The 
secret was now safe in the sanctuary of his heart, 
and no-tyrant’s power could penetrate its guarded 
recesses. Turning to the astonishéd guards, he 
signed them to advance. Accustomed to ebey the 
princely Selim, they involuntarily followed his com- 
mand, and though they marched on either side; with 
naked blades precluding the possibility of escape, 
he-had more the air of a sovereign with his attend- 
ant vassals, than a victim to be arraigned before the 
throne. With a dauntless mein and unfaltering 
steps he’ entered the presence 6f Amurath. . He 
knew the doom that awaited him; but as the bark, 
which is about to be swallowed by the ocean wave 
is borne up over the stormy billows; rising with the 
rising tempest, his spirit elevated itself above the 


perils which’ threatened to overwhelm him. He 


stood in immovable silence, while the guards rela- 
ted the scene we have déscribed, and met with an 


unquailing eye the withering glance of the Sultan.° 


The wrath of Amurath was at first too deep for 
words. . Inspite of his denunciations he had felt tjll 
this moment, a confidence in the fidelity of Selim, 
which he deemed it impossible to abandon, The 
conviction. of his perfidy brought with it the most 
exquisite pangs. Selim was the only being whom 
hehad really loved and trusted, and a tear actual- 
ly gathered in his cold and haughty eye, as one by 
one he gathered up the proofs of. his favorite’s 








hastening to the Sultan, with the treasure he had 


with the life-blood of his adversary, that Selim re- 


unsheathed ecimetars, dashed it into the wafers of 


treachery. Selim marked that unwonted sign of 


human tenderness, and his pride melted at the sight, 
He saw ogce more the trusting friend, the lavish 

factor, and casting down his sword at the foot 
the throne, he exclaimeg, * Commander-ef the 
faithful! take back thy. 
which Allah has given; but leave me yet the con- 
sciousness of my integrity. 1am no traiter, though 
stained with the blood of thy subject. lam guilt- 
less of treason, and with my expiring breath I will 
proclaim my innocence. * ' Prove'then thy inno- 
cente,” cried Amurath ; “I'swear by. the sword and 
buckler of the Prophet, if ‘thou wilt reveal the name 
of the supposed offspring of sovereignty and place 
her in our power, I will freely pardon thy past of- 
fences, restore thee thy forfeit honors, and give thee 
even-this day thy plighted bride. ” 

Selim folded his hands resolutely over his breast. 
“ Her name is buried here and shall perish with me. 
No commands shall force, no tortures compel me to 
reveal it; I offer thee my life; thou mayest devote it 
to bondage or death; but thou hast not, canst not, 
have control over my free spirit’s will.” “ Away 
then to the‘darkest dungeon; away till the traitor’s 
death is prepared for thee. My slighted mercy shall 
turn fo vengeance now. ‘The hour of relenting is 
past. Thy fate shall tell to after ages, of the in- 
gratitude of favorites, and the justice of kings.” 
Selim bent his bead in token of submission. Aim- 
rath ordered, him to be shackled in his presence, 
that the scene of his former grandeur might be,also 
that of his present degradation. Then after a fresh 
ebullition of ungoverned rage, he commanded the 
guards to bear him to his cell. A damp and noj- 
some dungeon, feebly lighted by the rays which 
struggled throurh the grated walls, was mow the 
abode of the late magnificent Selim; sad proof of 
the evanescent nature of ail earthly glory. But 
there is a moral brightness; transcending-the noon- 
day’s beams, which can thtow the radiance of heay-. 
en over the ‘darkest hourof human suffering. He, 
who is willing to sacrifice his existence for another, 
is supported by the spirit of martyrdom,. and that 
spirit will bear him up, as with an angel’s wings, 
over the glaoniy valley of death. That exaltation 
of. feeling, however, which attends the performance 
of a magnanimous deed, and which sustains the suf- 
ferer in the moment of physical agony, gradually 
subsided, as he recalled the appalling circumstances 
which accompanied the sacrifice of life. To lay 
down his life for Zerah, and leave behind. him an 
unblemished name, a memory which the brave might 
honor, and the true-hearted mourn, would. have 
seemed a trifling effort fora love like his. But to 
go-down to the grave jn ignominy and shame; to be 
branded with the name of traitor, that withering 
deathless curse: while even she for whom he died 
might learn to scorn his memory, and place another 
idol on the shrine, where once-bis image dwelt; the 
thought was maddening. He lifted. up his shackled 
hands and prayed that Allah would send down the 
waters of oblivion, and obliterate the remembrance 
of the wretch whom he had created. He poured 
out the bitterness of his soul into the all-hearing ear 
of God; till in the stillness of awe, the troubled bil- 
lows of human, passion sunk: fo rest. At last, the 
feeble light of his cell darkened and disappeared. 
Conscious of the return of night, he’wondered that 
Amurath had delayed the execution of his wrath, 
He felt that he must soon meet his summons, but 
he had wrestled with the in-dwelling enemy and 
canie off victorious, and throwing lrimself on the 
cold floor of his dungeon, he slept more calm than 
Amurath on his bed of luxury. He slept, but his 
dreams assumed the dark color of hisdestiny. He 
wandered in an interminable desert, trackless and 
fountless; parched with thirst, bewildered in the 





















































gifts; take even the life. 
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blackening waste; when saddenly the gates of Par- 
adiséunfolded above and sent down aflood of light, 


annihilating the gloom. The dazzling contrast ||bro 


broke bis slumbers; thedream was’ fled, but the il- 
lumination temained. A celestial figure, robéd in 
white, bearing a lamp iti one fair hand, while she 
veiled with the other her dazzled eyes, stood by the 
side of the slumbering victim. She stood, with pal- 
lid brow and dark resplendent locks, beautiful as 
the attgel commissioned to bear the liberated: soul 
to the bowers of immortality. But it was no spirit 
of heaven who thus severed the dungéon’s gloom. 
It was a daughter of earth, young, loving and be- 
loved, full of earth’s warmest affections, staring in’ 
earth’s bitterest woes. It was Zerah,- who bent 
over her doomed lover and met his. waking-glaace. 
Almiost doubting in what. world te -existed, Selim 
started from his inglorious couch, while the clank- 
ing of his chains sent 4 thrill of horror through that 
faithful bosom, which soon throbbed wildly against 
his own. » She, who in the- hour of prosperity, and 
joy, repelled with bashful pride the caresses of her 
lover, as the flower shrinks from the sun’s too ardent 
rays, now threw ‘her pure arms around him an 

moistened his fetters with her tears. : 

“ Hast thou come,” he cried, “ to travel with me 
to the entrance of the tonili? To receive once more 
from my dying lips the vows of imperishable love?” ; 
“T came,” said Zerah, in low, faltering accents, 
‘as a messenger of meftcy and pardon; I came, in 
Amurath’s name, to bid thee live.” “Liye!” ex. 
claimed Selim, and every drop of bldod thrilled in} 


his veins: “and live for thee?” Zerah paused, as if} 


icresolute in what words to utter the. commission 
with which she was entrusted. Bending her head, 
till her brow was veiled by her heavy locks, she con- 
tinued: “He demands the name of that unfortu- 
nate Princess, who lives unknown to all but thée. 
it js his last offer of mercy. He has sent me hither, 
thy plighted bride, that love may move the heart 
which was steeled to the pleadings of royalty.” 


“Would Zerah counsel distonor?” cried Sélim al-|| 


most sternly, his warm hopes chilled to ie as she 
spoke ; ‘ would she purchase my life with the blood 
of innocence?” “I would purchase thy life, were’it 


steeds, the shouts of a multitude heard that night 
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heard. The paleness of death oy 


ad her-face, 
and the cold dew of mortal agony 
Ww : 


on her 


Selim felt that the tortures which his supposed 
perfidy inflicted, were keener than those which the- 
cfuelty of Amurath could invent. Mist then the 
sacrifice be yain? whilé he deemed himself the in- 
strument of-her salvation, must she believe that his 
perfidious hand was stabbing with deliberate cruelty 
her too confiding heatt. The guard had entered 
the cell. . ¢ All gracious Allah} let us die together" 
The words of thisdeep prayer were ‘the last which 
ever met the ear of Zerah from the:lips ofherill- 
fated lover. The rough armé of the gyard received] 
her fainting form.. Selim saw her borne from his 
sight, her long hair sweeping the dungeon’s 4oor, 
her dark efes clesed, her cheeks white as the folds 
of’ her virgin rebe. “He heard the bolts redrawn. 
The groan which then burst from ‘his tortured 
breast, was the first and last which, the vin dicitive 
Amurath had the power to extort from- his victim. 
_ There was the clashing of arms, the neighing- of 


near the royal palace: The tumalt -deepened as it 
approached. The name of Sélim resounded through 
the midnight air and thrledin the ear of Amurath, 
terrible as therictes of thearch-angel’striamp. It was 
Solyman, at the head ofthe insurgent baiid:* Phou- 
sends, who wete groaning under the rod-ef despot- 
ism, yet waiting for the impulse of soni’ master 
spirit, rushed forth with gleaming wéapéns, ‘and 
joined the war-cry which thundered on ti¢ gale. 
Amurath was dragged from his palace and sacrificed 
to the fury of an exasperdted mob; while Soly- 
man, with‘eme of his chosen followers, descended 
through the dark recesses of crime, till they reach- 
ed the dungeon of Selim.. , 

“ Almighty Prophet, we have come too late,” 
exclaimed Solyman, the glow of triamph, fadittg 
from his cheek; as he beheld his martyred brother, 
who was breathing out hislife in those. protracted 
sufferings, which ‘deliberate cruelty had invented, 
and inflicted upon its victim. Selim lifted his fail- 
ing glance and a beam of joy pierced through the 
gathering mist of death. “ Oh! could she know my 





with the blood of thousands,” shé Wildly oxelaimed ; 
-andsinking on her knees before him, she locked he 
handsin the agony of supplication. “I pray thee 
but to live. What is the world to me? It’s but a 
name he asks and yet that simple word thou wilt 
refuse, even at the sacrifice of Zerah’slife.”  Ze- 
rah,” he cried, “in Allah’s name forbear. Thou 
knowest not what thou askest-” 
Zerah gazed earnestly for a moment on her loy- 
er’s countenance, then rising from her kneeling atti- 
tude every feature of her face changed in its expres- 
sion. The look of doubtful. anguish was resolved 
into that of cold, settled despair. “The truth has 
entered my heart,” she said, and her late faltering 
voice was firm and distinct. Thou lovest this or- 
phan daughter of a-kingly race. Thou hast pledg- 
ed thy false vows to. Zerah, while thy heart is given 
to her, who dwells in thy-secret bower. And J, in- 
sulted and betrayed; Ihave knelt at thy feet, for 
the name of her whom thou adorest, and for whom 
thou art offering up thy life.” “Oh! cruel, and un- 
just,” exclaimed Selim, ina burst of uncontrollable 
emotion. “Dear, unhappy Zerah! Thou hast ad- 
ded the bitterest drop to my cup of misery! For 
thee to doubt my faith! Oh! mayest thou never 


insth 3? The anargies af avhancted natura seomct 
concentrated in these few but emphatic words.’ Sely- 
man understood their import. Zerah was brought to 
the cell, from which she had been s6 lately borne, but 
too fatally convinced of the strength of that faith 
which she had wronged. She threw ‘herself by the 
side of her expiring lover. It was the last effort of 
a breaking heart. The prayer of Selim had reach- 
ed the throne of the Eternal, and was answered in 
mercy how.—THEY DIED TOGETHER. . ~ 





THE CITY OF JERUSALEM. 


"We this week present our readers with a high- 
ly interesting view of the City of Jerusalem— 


Mahommedans—tne city that men call “the per- 
fection of beanty, the joy of the whole-earth.” 

_. According to Josephus, Jerusalem was built 
in the year 2023 from the Creation, in a rocky 
and barren soil, by Melchizedeck, and was known 
anciently by several names? ‘Its site occupied 
Mounts ‘Moriah and Acra, and it was surround- 
ed with mountains. ‘Its territory and environs 
were watered by the springs of Gehon and Si- 


Sa. 





know how fearfully this illrequited faith is proved.” 
The sound of footsteps was heard in the passage. 
“They come,” cried Zerah to bear me from thy 
cell. The allotted moments are past. For the last 
time, inexorable Selim, wilt thou destroy thyself 


loam, and by the torrent or brook of Kedron. 
David built a new city Mount Zion- opposite to 
the ancient one, being separated from it by the 
valley of Mills; he also augmented and embel- 


~w 


ber and stateliness of the works which he erell. 


ed, rendered Jerusalem one of-the most beauti-— 


fa) cities of the East." 
At was during the reign of Tiberius, that Je. 
rusalem was rendered memorable to all succeed. 


ing ages by the death and resurrection of our - 


Lord and Saviour Jesus Christ, who was cruci- 
fied on Friday, April 3d, at-3 o’clock in the af. 


hill which was thei without the walls on the 
North side of the city. 


i Jerusalem was taken and destroyed by Titus, . 


A.D.70. At the siege, according to Josephus, 
97,000 prisoners fell into the hands-of the con- 
queror, 11,000 perished with hunger, and the 
whole number slain and taken prisoners during 


name of Alia Capotalina, which game it bore 
until the time of Constantine. It was taken in 


614, by the Persians, in 636 by the Saracens, © 


and.in 1099 by the Crusgders, who -founded a 
kingdom which lasted till 1187, when it was taz 





“The:blessed City,” as it is called even by the}lon which are a few mumbered trees. The mosque - 


ken down by Saladin, king of Egypt. In 1517, 
it was taken by the Turks, who have kept pos. 
session of it ever since. 


The’ modern city of Jerusalem is: built on 


Mount Moriah. The ascent on every side ig. 


steep to the north. It is almest_ surrounded by 
valleys, gncompassed by mountains, so”that it 


seems to be situated in the middle of an amphi- . 


theatre. The walls are about three miles in 
circumference. Dr. Clarke, speaking of the ap- 
pearance of the city, says, ‘‘We were not-pre- 
pared for the grandeur of the spectacle which it 
exhibited. - Instead of a wretched and ruined 
town, by some described as the desolate remnant 
of Jerusalem, we beheld as it were a flourishing 
and stately metropolis, presenting a magnifi- 
cent assemblage. of domes, towers, palaces, 
churches, monasteries; all of which glittering 


inthe sun’s rays, shone with inconceivable splen-- 


dor.” A more recent traveller, Sir Frederick 
Henniker, gives the following account of Je- 
tusalem: ~ 


The town is about a mile in length and half a: 


mile in width... The best view of it is from the 
mount of Olives. It commands the exact shape, 
and nearly every particular, viz: the ¢hurch of 
the holy sepulchre, the Armenian convent, the 
mosque of Ontar, St. Stephen’s Gate, the round 
topped houses, and barren vacancies of the city. 
Without the walls are a Turkish burjal ground, 
the tombs of David, a small grove near the tombs 
of the kings, and all the rest.is a surface of rock, 


of Omar is the Saint Peter’s of Turkey, and the 
respective saints are held respectively by their 
own faithful, in equal veneration. The build- 
ing itself has a light pagoda appearance, the 
garden in which it stands, occupies a consider- 
able part of the city; and contrasted with the 





surrounding desert, is beautiful; but it is forbid- 
‘den ground, and Jew or Christian entering it 
must forfeit either his religion or his life. ‘Late- 
ly as a traveller was entering the city, a man 
snatched part of his luggage trom the camel, 
and fled here for shelter. A few days since @ 


Greek Christian entered the mosque; he was & 








and me?’ The gfating of the heavy bolts was 


lished the old city; but Solomon, from the num- 


Turkish Subject, and servant toa Turk, he was 





4 


ternoon, at the age of 33,.0n Mount Calvary,a .. 


the war was 1,460,000. In the year 130, Adri- . 
ati undertook to rebuild the city, and gave it the 
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“ORIGINAL PAPERS. 








TO A YOUNG: FRIEND. 


Back, back; vain youth! nor dare to tread 
The maze which leads to Fame's bighi hill, 
Thy light would ne'er one “bright ray” shed, 
Thou must not dare the critic’s skill. 
» . Some humbler stream must do for thee, 
* «Drink not the draught” of Poesy. ” 


Go toil beneath the burning sun, _ 
And seek for riches—‘wealth is bliss” — 
This may thy onward course be run— 
Perchance be crown'd with happiness ; 
Thy name thou nexer can’st enroll 
Upon proud Genius’ bright scroll, 


Go court the breeze which woman's smile 
Can waft around thy path through life; 
This, this may all thy toil beguile— 
But never war in Poets’ strife— 
Then when thy. days are past—are fled, . 
Thy history's this—“He lived—is dead.” _ M.., 
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EDITOR’S GARRET. 





“J. M. C,” at Portland, Ta., is assured that he was, 
unintentionally neglected. The back numbers have been 
forwarded, and by future attention the Publisher hopes 
to make amends for past neglect. 


Marriage Notices. —_We observe that the Daily papers 


have lately avowed their determination t9 charge for the || 


insertion pf these. precious.and important itéms of do- 
mestic news. This is most barbafously ungaflant, and 
must have been recommended by éome incontinent sprig 
of bachelorism, whose hardness of heart is equalled on- 
ly by his incorrigibleness;, for such a measure could not 
possibly have originated with one who has had the rough 
edge of his nature taken off by the matrimonial grind- 
stone. 

Sincerely sympathizing with the canditates for hy- 
meneal felicity. we feel ourselves called upon to extend 
a helping hand to them; and by these presents, greeting, 
do hereby make known, that we will publish each and 
every notice of their embarkation for that “‘undiscover- 
ed bolirne,” free of all cost or charge whatsoever; and 
further, we,do most positively and solemnly decree and 
declare, with our open hand upon our stomach, and our 
tongue in a “fine frenzy” watering, that.we will not-.re- 
fuse to eata’portion of the sweetmeats and drink a bot- 
tle of sparkling champaigne into the bargain, 

A hint for the Soirces.—A correspondent of the Phi- 
ladelphia National Gazette has lately attempted to per- 

suade the learned world to have all poetry written in the 
form of prose: that is, without measure or rhyme. He 
is a Vandal. We have been expecting the time, 
when prose would cease. 
poetical? What is more so than that boast of our age, 
the steam engine? Ithas been ‘eloquently described in 
a lecture at the Lyceum, as abeing with mascles of iron 
and breath of fire. Mr. Clay lately spoke of the thun- 
der and lightning of a steam -boaf®" Some thought the 
natural sciénces inimical to poetry, but Darwin has cele- 
brated the “Laves of the Plants” in numbers, as soft as 
' the zephyr of eveningin May. And Canning in pretend- 
ing to ridicule it in his “Loves of the Triangles,” has de- 
monstrated alike the versatility of his own yeniusand of 
‘the spirit of song. Indeed we wonder Lord 8rougham’s 
sagacity did not pronipt him to write his tracts for the 
information of the common people, in rhyme, as they have 
always shown a passion for it, The friends of Mr. Van 


\\tially .poetical. 


Is not every thing becoming || 


long, strings of resolutions against the ‘Senate for rgject- 
ing him, ought to have printed off a few thousand satires, | 
in doggrel, and franked them through’ the country,— 
Por our part we wish that the Tariff and Bark questions 
were turned into verse, aud hawked, over ‘the land, that 
the people might | understand them.” O that Nullification 


were versified and sung to the tune of “Clar de Kitch- 


en!” Who will now essay a lecture evenon the abstrue 
sest topic without besprinkling it plentifully with odd 
conceits, imaginative fights whd appalling oatbursts of 
passion. _ The time is near.at hand for conversation to 
be’ conducted .in poetry, Intleed it is already sabstan- 
The hamblest pretender to colloquial 
power, abounds in adjeciive, nietaphor, and point.— 
Nothing is wanting but measure and‘ rhyme, Now es 
our Soirees embrace.all the taste and ton, and ought to 
have’all the talent in town, we suggest, they should set 
theexample. A little difficulty ia versification will be 
experienced at first, but t practice would: soon overcome 
it.. The advantages of the plan are manifold. . Every 
person will ‘be known by the character of his measure.' 
The young genius of rolling’ eye, and abstracted air, 


rhlank-verse, The stately mannerist will not condescend 
to’ deliver hiiself4n any thing below the dignity of 
Epglish epic. Let wits study the epigramatic style of 
Martial,.and lovers sigh in the tender strains of Anacreon. 
The interesting lassttudinarian may drawl i in alexan- 
drines, and the lovers of wine will Jourish j ie dithyram- 
bics. Thus as 

“From harmony, irom heavenly harmony, 

Fhis universal frame began,” . 
so let if end. ’ 


- Woodward High School.—The second session of this 
excellent institution will commence on Monday next.— 
The profegsors are—H.L. Rucker, of Mathematics;-C. 
Bradford, of Languages; J, Ray, and J. L. — of 
the Academic Department. 


‘Medical College of Ohio.—At the annual commence- 
ment in this ifstitution, which took place in this city on 
the 7th inst., “the degree of M. D. was conferred on thir- 
ty-ciw of the ctudents of the presegt.class.” 


Institutegnd Lyceum.—The Lecture in the Mechan- 
ies’ Institute, this evening,.willbe by Mr. J.L. Talbert, 
on Optics, at half past 7 o’clock. The lecture in the Ly- 


ceum, on Tuesday evening next, will mo Tunpthy 
Walker, Esq. 


’ Fanny Wright—This anti-matrimonial philosopher 
has at Jength enlisted under the banner.of the all-con- 


qveripg god of Love, It is announced on the authority 
of a private letter received at New York from Paris, that 
she was recently married toa Monsieur P. The letter 
adds—“Mrs. P. and the child are both well!” O Cupid! 


The River-—We have the New Orleans Emporium as 
lateas the 26th February... Nothing is sajd of the river 
at that place. At Vicksburgh, four hundred miles above, 
it was high, and rising at the rate of an inch irtan hour. 


——___ 


| The tale commencing on the first page of to-day’s pa- 


per, from the pen of Mrs. Hentz, of this city, is copied 
from the Philadelphia ‘Saturday Courier,” a large and 
generally well filled-sheet. 

_ “The Forsaken” is the name of anew novel, from the 
pen of Richard Penn Sniith, recently published at Phila- 
delphia. It is said'to be a respectable performance.— 
We have read several extracts from it, without perceiv- 





Buren instead of calling Pablic =i gael and pwsing 


ri." 





ing any thipg striking in the incidents, or the manner in 
which they are tld, 


will of. course be inspired-with sublime-fragnients of| 


ve 
4 


The Pittsburgh Mercury, speaking of the lai i 
says—‘The manufacturers of salt adjacent to the ig 
minetas, bave sustained heavy losses. Mr. Boggs is 
to have lost to the extent of forty thousand thollars, 


4 Coon, the novelist, is said to have another romanee 

in press, called “The Heidermauer,”’ the scene om 

is laid in Germany: : 
i 

A person of intémperate habits wag recent heii 

death, at Pottsville; Pa. 


It is said ‘the whole number: of deaths i in the cityof 
London, from December 1930, to December 1831, wy 
25,337. During the'same period, the register of chr. 
tenings numbers 28,269. Of the deaths, 4,807 were of 
Consumption—more than six times as many. as died ¢ 
any other single disease, except - Hooping Cough 
which there were 1,738. : 


., 


A resolution for printing six thousand copies of Wah 
ington’s Farewell Address, in pamphlet form, hag. pase 
ed the State Senate of Pennsylvania. Three thousan 
cepies are to be printed in English, and. three thouseni 
inGerman. They are intended, for gratuitous distrib. 
tion throughout the state.” This is strictly a-measure f 


public utility, and ought to be adopted by every State ia 
the, Union. 


* We listened with great pleasure to Mr. Thoras" le. 
ture on the “Struggles of Great Men,” delivered in te 
Lyceum ast Tuesday evening. The subject was happily 
chosen, and treated in an ‘elegant but nervous style. 
We anderstand that in the election of last week, t 
citizens decided against purchasing the Water. Works 


" GP Agents having money itt their possession, receive 
on subscriptions, would oblige the Publisher of te 
Mirror by forwarding it to him as early as convenient 








MARRIAGES. 








In this.city, on the Ist inst. by the Rev. Dy 
vid Root,’ Mr. William Resor to Miss May 
Thew Burnet. 

On the 7th inst. by the Rev. Walter Sext, 
Mr. Silas Hotchkiss ‘to Miss Jahe Waterbury, 
all of this city. 

On-the 1lith inst..by the Rev. James Lym, 
Dr. Robert Talbott, formerly ‘of: Marylané,t 
Miss Leonora Miller, of. this city. *, 

At Frankfort, Ky. on- the ,8th ult. by Bld 
Thos. M. Allen, Capt. Joseph Robinson to Mis 
Margaret P. Innis, Super of the late Hug 
Innis, Esq. 

On the 19th ult. at the same place, by the Rev. 
Matthew Nelson, Mr. Caleb Ewing, of Spence 
county, to Miss Catharine Henderson, daughtt 
of Mr. Isham’ Henderson, of New-Castle, Ky. 
‘On the 21st ult. at the same place, by the Re. 
Mr: Ford, Mr. Edmund Gaines, of Anderson, 
Miss Nancy Foree, daughter of Mr. Willi 
Foree, ef Shelby county. 


PROMISCUOUS SELECTIONS. 














LE SALON DE LAFAYETTE. 
‘There is one house which I would not 
found with the others. That house I consid 
as my own. I love it with the sincerest afte 








tion—I speak of it with pride—and all you 
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read this book, should .ybu this winter be asked 


ingi ill.be out. of tune 

cert where the singing W! of, ; 
eearal to get the day. fixed for a Tuesday; 
then consign the music and dancing ad inferos, 
and visit instead the house of General Lafayette, 


inthe Rue d’Anjou. There reign liberty, ease |} 


and cordiality—there you haye no.refinement of 
forms, no superlative properties of manner, ho 
etiquette,.no ceremoneas introductions, nothing 
but simple politeness, and kind attentions. La- 
fayette’s drawing room is like a public saloon— 
it is a place of universal intimacy, where friends 
bring friends, sons their fathers, and travellers 
their comrades. Every body goes there who 
likes—enters at an hour and retires when he 
pleases. There, natives of all countries, citi- 
zens.of all classes, and all the different varietiés 
in human sotiety; meet, mingle and shake hands, 
Thither all. France, and the whole of Europe 
have sent deputations. There, Americans come 
to pay their respects to the friend of Washing- 
ton! and all the liberals and political dutlaws in 
the world; to salute the high priest of liberty. 
«What savant, poet, historian, or soldier, has 
returned to his country from Parisgwithout being 
able to say, ‘E went to Lafayette’s!’ Whe dares 
" not go'there for fear of being out of his sphere? 
A dishonest man or a bad citizen. But who 
else Ye Princes, Dukes, Marquesses, Counts, 
and Barons; know that Lafayette is a Marquess 
of the noblesse—that his wife is an-heiress of 
the ancient house of Noailles: you may there. 
fore visit him without derogation! Ye men of| 
the people, artizans, artists, young men without 
name or fortune, know that Lafayette is a man 
of the people, that he signs simply his name off 
Lafayette; goto his house, therefore, without, 
fear,and he will make you’ welcome! He will 
: shake hands with the poor as with the rich— 
with the plebeian as with the patrician; and not, 
like some ex-nobles who ape his manners, with 
premeditated hypocrisy, but with the sincerest 


and warmest cordiality.. Around this noble ald} 


man, delighted with your eagerness to approach 
him, and proud of the enthusiasm he inspirés, 
you will perceive a motly multitude acting with- 
out any other restraint than ‘that imposed by 
the ordinary rules of suciety. You will here 
see all the leading political, ‘scientific, literary, 
and popular characters of the metropolis, dis- 
playing upon the naked and creaking parquet, a 
medley of splashed boots, silk “stockings, uni- 


forms, buttoned great-coats, and open lappels.—} 
For do not believe that all who are here come ||’ 


in their carriages although the street. be encum- 
bered with landaus, chariots, calashes, and til- 
wuries, and there be a confusion of coachmen. 
ind lackeys at the door; under the door-way, 
ind upon'the staircase. The majority of the 
guests come en omnibus, on foot, or the best way 
they can. What matters it to Lafayette how 
you come, provided he sees you, and knows you 
are not there to abuse the people? For this 
egotism is his love for the people;—the people 
first, then the country—himself when and how 
you please; of himself you may speak ill at his 
own house, and he will not be angry. 


hid themsélves. . That tall, thin iadividual, with 


simply furnished, as you perceive—the real eat- 
ing-soom of a republican. That individual-lean- 
ing against the side-board, with a dark complex- 
ion; hair beginning to turn grey, eye so spark- 
Hing and ‘look so intellectual, is the celebrated 
advocated Maguin, the Brougham of France.— 
He is relating the events which occurred at the 
Hotel de Ville, after the 29th’ of July." Next.to 
him is a person seated; whose look is sad and) 
sombre, whose air is grave dnd severe---this is’ 
Eusebe ‘Salyerte. “A little beyond the latter, 
you -perceive a Romain face, with an expression 
lof ambition, and beautiful-as an antique bust— 
it is Odillon Barrot. Behind this eloquent ora- 
‘tor beams the good and ppen countenance of the 
modest’ Andry de- Puyraveau,; the intrepid rep+ 
resentative, who so generously jent his housé 
for the patriots: to assemble in, during’ tle. three 
glorious: days, and thus courageously exposed 
his life, whilst many of his colleagues so ptoud at 
present, and holding sucli high offices, carefully 


high and square shoulders, and an eagle look, is 
General Lamarque. His nameis stamped in the 
hearts of the patriot Poles, by the side of those 
of Mauguin-and Lafayétte. Two paces from 
the brave Lamarque, stands the veteran General 


age. He wears a green shade to protect-his 
weakened. sight. The person near him, with 
his hands in his pockets, with a countenance 
beaming kindness, ‘an’ intellectual look, and a 
fine healthy appearance—the very picture of 
content and good-humor—is Batelain, chief ed- 
itor of the Courier Francais. . He is talking to 
his old friend and indefatigable defender Meril- 
hen who was once a minister, without heing ha- 
ted by the people. i f 
‘In the middle of the room is a close group; 
those who compose it endeavor by pressing their 
arms to their sides, fo render themselves as slim 
as possible. All without the group stand on tip- 
toes; and the words it is he are citculated in an 
under voice, It is Lafayette surrounded by his 
staff of friends, much more imposing and more 
respectable than any official staff with embroide- 
ry, epaulettes, and passive admiration for the 
chief, whether he deserve it or, not. . Do not ex- 
pect a portrait of this incomparable.man—such_ 
an attempt on my part would be folly; moreover,’ 
his features have become well known and his 
virtues belong already to history. On his right 
hand stands Dupont de'l’Eure; and on his left, 
Charles Lecomte. * «*. * gn 





M 


*¢ The second apartment is, properly speaking, 
the drawing-room. You see tw6 sofas, a few 
chairs, and some pier glasses. Even a trades- 
man would be ashamed of such simplicity. But 
look at that charming group of young women 
and young girls, fair and' blooming, whose eyes, 
so beautiful and so soft, portray their innocent 
thoughts. They are called Lafayette. In the 
midst of them is the lovely. Countess Belgioso, 
an.Italian lady, who is dying in. France for lib- 
erty and her country. The tyrant of Modena 
has proscribed her husband. Here is also Miss 
Opie, the American quakeress,* whose coiffure 
would be laughed at, if ridicule could be allied 
to tne respect which her®moble countenance in- 








| * * * * + 
> apartateént is his salle a manger; 
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Matthew Dumas, short in stature; and bent with} 


ly is‘M. Victor dé Tra¢y, a worthy pupil and 
competitor of Lafayette’s,“and Colonel of the 
the Parisian Artillery. - Apropos ef artillery--- 
that young man “leaning against the mantle- 


Piece, whose upper lip is shaded with enormous 


mustachios,and whose. face, so strongly marked 
with prematarefeatures, bears.so profound airex- 
pression of melancholy, is Cavaignac, my ci de- 
vant captain, the friend of Guinard and Trelat, 
his companions in both misfortune and triumph. 
eR ok G. Meet '¢ 
Every year, at the closé of the session, an af- 
fecting scene takes place at Lafayette’s. Fa- 
tigued by his legislative and political labours, 
be seeks ‘repose in the, countty; but before his ~ 
departure he takes leave of his friends. It is 
oh this day that with tears in their eyes, they . 
al] press around him to receive his adieu, which 
the last time it came to my turn to take leave of” 
him, sounded to me like a divine benediction. 
Never shall I forget. that tear whith dropped 
upon my.cheek as the venerable old man Jeant . 
towards me and said in an altered voice, ‘Adieu 
my friend till we meet again.’ - Iperceived up- 
gn every countenance a reflection of my own 
sensations of painful tenderness, like that of a 
son hearing his father’s voice for the last time. 
What can ye: now do against him, ye ambitious 
legotists, whom his popularity drives to despair? 
Shall you ever be great, illustrious and beloved 
asheist Which of your names will ever possess 
the same power as-his? Can you offerinexchange - 
for your faults Lafayette’s virtues, his services, 
bis whole lifet You may believe that he is desi- 
rous, and justly so, that his faults should be par- 
doned; but they were never like yours, faults of 
the heart;.and nobody recollects- them or re- 
proaches him with them but you and-himself. 
In vain do you attempt to build your’glory upon 
the ruins .of his;—there are, but two names in 
France that will never he forgotten---those of 
Lafayette and Napoleon.” 5 





*We think that Mrs. Opie must be here meant. oe 





Parisian Fasutons.---Séveral private balls, 
and the brilliant assemblages of company at the 
Opera, have: now fully established the suprema- 
cy of the coiffure grecque, over every other style 
of arranging the hair. Out of ten’ coiffures 
there are invariably six or seven a la grecque.--- 
The arrangement of the front hair is regulated - 
according to the style of the coutenance, or the 
taste of the wearer; sometimes in beandequx 
Hisses, sometimes in ringlets,descending in bunch- 
es of orepees curls. The back hair is plaited 
and intermixed with pearls or gold chains.--- 
From the centre of the plaited hair at the back 
pat of the head; there frequently descends a 
bunch of ringlet curls, and occasionally bows of 
ribbon, flowers, or feathers, drooping towards 
the neck. 





HONOR TO THE MEMORY OF THE MOTHER 
; OF WASHINGTON. - 

Mr. Silas E. Burtows, a citizen of New York, 
has generously Offered at his own expense to erect 
a monument over the remains of the mother of 
Washington, at Fredericksburgh, Virginia. The 
President of the United States has been invited to 


4 








spires. He who is listeningstoher so attentive. 





lay the corner stone.—Spring field Pioneer. 
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THE CENTENNIAL BIRTH-DAY 
INGTON. 
Why swell a nillion hearts, as one, 
With memories of the past? 
Why rings out yon deep thunder-gun 
Upon the rushing blast? - , 
Why hold the beautiful, the brave, 
The Jubile> of-earth? ; 
It is, itis the day, that gave 
Our patriot-bero birth! 


We offer here a sacrifice 
Of hearts fo him, who came 
Toguard young Freedom's paradise - 
With sword of living fame! 
To lim, who, on ‘war's whirlwind loud; 
. Rode like an angel-form, 
And set his glory on the cloud. 
Ahalo of the storm! 


OF wAsH- 


‘ 


» Ahundred years, with all their trains 

Of shadow; have gone by, 

-And yet his glorious name remains, 
A sound, that cannot die! 

"Tis graven on the hill, the vale, 
And onthe mountain tall, 

Abd speaks in every sounding gal 
And roaring water-fall! : 


No marble, on his resting-spot, 
. Itssculptured column rears, 
But his is still a nobler lot, 

A grateful nation’s tears! | 
Old Time, thet bids the marblebovw, 
Makes green each laurel-leaf, ~ 
That blooms upon the sainted brow ~ 

Of our immortal chief! 


His deeds were ours—but, through the world 
That mighty Chief will be, 
Where glory’s banuer is unfurled, 
The prophet of the free! 
And, as they bend their eagle-eyes 
On Victory’s burning sun, - ; 
Their shouts will echo to the skies— 
-.“OQur God! and Washington!” 
Louisville Journal. 


BEAUTIFUL EXTRACT FROM COLERIDGE, 
POETRY. 
No man was ever yet a great poet, without 


being a great philosopher: For poetry is the 


blossom and the fragrancy of all human knowl- 
edge, human thought, human passions, emotions, 
language. In Shakspeare’s poems, the creative 
power and the intellectual energy wrestle as in 
a war-embrace: -Each in its excess of strength 
seems to threaten the extinction of the other: at 
length in the Drama they were reconciled, and 


fought each with its shield before the breast of 


the other. Or like two rapid streams that at 
their first meeting within narrow and rocky 
banks, mutually strive to repel each other, and 
intermix reluctantly and in tumult, but soon 
finding a wide channel and more yielding shores, 
blend and dilate and flow on in one current and 
with one voice. The Venus and Adonis did not 
perhaps allow the display of the deepe: passions. 
But the story of Lucretia seems to favor and 
even demand their intense workings, and yet we 

; of the tale, 


ng d 
same activity of the assimilative and modifying 
faculties; and with a yet larger display, a yet 


wider range of knowledge and reflection; and 
lastly with the same perfect dominion, ‘often 
domination, over the whole world of-Janguage. 
What then shall we say? even this; that Shaks- 
peare, no mere child of nature; no automaton off 


- “|[genius: no passive vehicle. of inspiration: pos- 


sessed by the spirit, not possessing it, first stu- 
died patiently, meditated deeply, understood 
minutely, till knowledge became. habitual and 
intuitive, wedded itself to his habitual feelings, 
and at length gave birth to that stupendous pow- 
er, by which he stands alone, with no equal or 
second in his qwn class: to that. power, which 
seated him on oneof the two glory-smitten sum- 
imits of the poetic mountain, with Milton as his 
compeer, not rival. _ While the’ former darts’ 
himself forth, and passes into all the forms of 
human clrracter and passion, ‘the one Proteus 
of the fire and flood; the other attracts all forms 
and things to himself; inte the unity of his own 
Ideal. Allthings and modes of action shape 
themselves anew. in the being of Milton, while 
Shakspeare becomes all things, yet forever _re- 





imaining himself. O what great men hast thou 


not produced, England! my country! truly in- 
deed, | cs aes 
Must we be free or die, who speak the tongue 
Which Shakspeare spake: the faith and moral hold 
Which Milton held. In all things we are sprung. 
Of earth's first blood, have titles manifold !” 


Tuas Erraick SaepuerD.—lIn stature he is about 
five feet six, round, stout and fleshy, with a slight in- 
clination towards corpulency. His usual dress is a 
blueish gray, or what is termed a pepper and salt 
colored coat, composed of cotton and woollen, and 
made wide and flowing, after the manner of a 
sportsman’s, but longer than they are generally 
worn ; with trowsers of the same, and yellow vest; 
upon a gala day, the gray trowsers are exchahged 
for nankeen. His faceiis ruddy, healthy-and geod 
natared, and stamped with unasstiming modesty 
and simplicity. His eyes gray, laughing ‘and live- 
ly.. His brow broad, open, and untouched by age. 
His hait of a yellowish red.- He is active, strong- 
built, and athletic, and appears more than twenty 
years younger than he 1s in reality. He is one of 
the greatest poets of the age; an: indifferent. nove- 
list ; a worse practical farmer; a tolerable astrono- 
mer ras good an angler asa poet; a bad arclier, tho’ 
wishing to be thought a godd one; a poor manager 
of the things of this world; an amiable ‘man; a 
warm friend, a tender husband, too good a master, 


christian, and a man whoif he has one, does not 
deserve an enemy. Next to poetry, his highest 
amusement is the border games—angling, wrestling, 
leaping, racing, putting the stone, throwing the 
hammer, and archery. . 


Curran dared to the field in a duel; but even there 
he could not reffain from indulging his wonted hu- 
mor. On one of these occasions when he fought 
Mr. St. Leger, the other demanding. which was to 
fire first, Curran answered, “that he came as 4 guest 





tierely—it was for St. Leger himself to open the 


ball since he gave the invitation.” Next seeing 
‘that “St. Leger presented the pistol wide of the 
mark, Curran gave him the word of command to 
fire, which the other obeyed, without any mischief 
of course, when Curran discharging his pistol in the 
air, the affair ended. Another duel which he had 
with the Lord Chancellor Clare was equally unpro- 





a fond father, beloved by his neighbors, a humble]}- 


Curran .—Four times. was the intrepid spirit of'|- 
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ductive of incident, For, as he 

ry himself, “though both of the combatants. di. 
charged two véry long cases of pistols at each oth. 
er, neither of them were killed, wounded, sati 

or. reconciled; nor did either of them Xpress the 
least wish to prolong the engagement.” In his ls 
illness, his physician having remarked early one 
morning that he coughed-with much di 
“That is rather surprising,” answered 

“since I have been practising all night.” -And ge 
long before, having received a slight 

shock, and his physician telling him not to mind k 
it would pass away—“I am to understand it thea» 
said Curran, “only as a boyish runaway knock at fie 
door, eh?” ; 


Women or-Bustnrss.—We have always agree 
with Doctor Johnson in saying, “that a woman cap 
nét.know too much of arithmetic ;” as we belien 
every one does, who has witnessed! the utter helples. 


}|ness of a young widow left with entangled accous 


to settle. We copy the following-from Mr. Sul. 
van’s Political Class Book: , 

. “{t is one ofthe most striking defects in Our sys 
tem of education, that females are so generallpa, 
instructed in the substance and forms of busines, 
Much precjous) time is devated in early life to som 
accomplishments, which are forgotten amidst te 
cares of marriéd life.. -It would be far morewsd 
te devote that time-to make a woman intelligesta 
those-affairs which concern them deeply, as mob 
ers, widows, and guardians, and in the characterd 
executrix and administratrix, and frequently. 
other employments which require a familiarity wit 
the forms of business. . In Europe, it is not wm 
mon for females to have the chief managematd 
important business establishments. They are som 
times members of mercantile houses. It suet # 
be desired that employments of this natare shell 
be common among tlie American ladies—theym 
be much better employed. But considering thet 
quent and sudden changes in our country,! ay 
perhaps be permitted to say, that to know well 
nature of .contracts, and the forms in which é9 
should appear, and to be able to keep account > 
curately, may be as useful as to.be able to st 
Italian or French ; to paint flowers and landseaps; 
or converse well on the comparative meritsof pues 
and novelists.” 


SONG.—BY J. G. WHITTIER. 
That vow of thine was full and deep _ 
As man has ever spoken— | 

A vow within the heart to keep, 
Unchangeable, unbroken. 

’Twas by-the glory of the Sun, 
And by the light of Even, 

And by the Stars, that, one by one, 
Are lighted up in Heaven! 


The Even might forget its gold— 
The sun-light fade forever— 
The constant Stars grow dim and cold,— 
~ But thy affection, never! 
And Earth might wear a changeful sigs, 
And fickleness the Sky— 
Yet, even-then, that love of thine 
Might neither change nor die. 


- ‘The golden Sun is shining yet,— 
And at the fall of Even 
There's beauty in the warm sun-set— 
And Starsare bright in Heaven. 
No change is on the blessed Sky— _ 
The quiet Earth has none,— 


Nature has still her constanoy, 
And thou art changed alone. 
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